MIBU

them to him. He waved them away with that
beautiful gesture of the caMlero that you may yet
meet with in a few parts of the world where the art
of living is still practised and cherished as one of the
axioms and ultimate values of life. For a moment I
was transported to Granada, to Connemara, and to
the temple and time of Mibu. I saw my rescuer's
bright face, smiling, amused, content. I insisted. I
nodded my head and babbled and put my hand
round his elbow, and laughed and pressed the coins
on him. Then he laughed too, and whipping off his
driver's glove, accepted, and shook me with warm
words by the hand. I picked up my bag, waved to
him, and turned into the station.

In a moment I was surrounded by the hubbub. In
another I felt a tug at my sleeve. There was my
friend.

"Ticket ?" he asked anxiously. I nodded, and showed
him my return half.

"All-Might," he grinned. We saluted.